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Author's Notes: 

| actually wrote this in December of last year. | recently rediscovered it, and decided l'd post it since I've never 
seen anything with this pairing. In my head this is called ‘Sin, Varg Vikernes and Snorre Ruch edition’. For a 
while now I've been meaning to write something longer that deals with the same motifs as Sin did, and on that 
particular day | happened to write this instead I'll be honest, | haven't decided on what Varg's motive here is. In 
the pre-edited draft it was just a bunch of manipulation, but | ended up toning it down for something more 
subjective. I'm also unsure of what made me use this as the one fic of mine where l'm actually mindful of the 
technics of anal sex. This was a real.. thorn at my side to edit though. Sometimes, | wonder who actually reads 
through all the long-winded commentary | place before everything | post. | used the opening line of the original 


aerie descent because Snorre's accent is too thick for me to make it out on the Emperor vs Thorns split 


By the moons haze and autumnal light. 
Upon this earth he roamed 

You sought cures that never were. 
And never could be found 

‘Aerie Descent, pt |, Thorns. 


we 
Varg Vikernes is my only true friend, and I'm willing to defend that statement. 


| met him when | became Mayhem's second guitarist and he, their bassist. My parents recently kicked me out 
and | had a weak immune system so | got sick easily. It made it hard for me to find anywhere to stay long- 


term because people usually get tired of you vomiting all over their furniture fairly quickly. 


After we rehearsed for the first time, Varg told me he really liked Thorns and my lyrics. He thought | was 
less shallow than the rest of the fucking guys were. It wasn't unusual for me to get compliments but | liked 


being told | wasn't shallow so | let him stick around me. 


He found out that | had a tough time finding a roomie and offered to share his place in Bergen with me. Unlike 
the others, Varg didn't get pissed off when | ended up hacking up over his couch, or the air mattress he lent 


me. 
He was okay with me cleaning it up later, and if | was too weak, he was cool with doing it for me. Varg would 
make me chicken soup and let me recover in his bed, that was more than my own mother had done for me in 


years. 


At first | thought there was going to be some kind of catch 22 because no one is this nice to you without a 
price, but he never asked for anything back 


| learned to stop walking on eggshells around Varg, and | stopped waiting for the day he asked me to cough up 
big bucks or do something for him uncredited. 


Varg became my friend, my real, true friend | liked that. 


Sometimes Varg liked to joke about the time | cost him a girlfriend, she ended up dumping him and going on 
dates with Euronymous. She ended up dumping Euronymous too but it was still a funny story, 


She was cool with me being there, and for Varg's sake, | decided I'd just stick in the bedroom while they 


watched TV or fucked or something, even when he invited me out to pick something out to eat. 
| had a high fever that night, and unfortunately she was in the bathroom when | needed to spew my guts. 


| was delirious and couldn't be fucked to make it to the garbage pail..so | ended up vomiting in her fake designer 


handbag. 


Varg thought it was fucking hilarious, but she didn't agree. It was nice to see that Varg's loyalty was with me, 
and to listen to them argue in Bergensk from my little corner. | liked that about Varg, that he didn't give a 
shit. 


So | ended up ignoring the ridiculous things Varg did, like burning down churches, and his pretty damn weird 
world views. As long as it didn't affect my life | didn't care, Varg was my friend and | liked Varg. 


My only regret was feeding the flames of his feud with Euronymous. | knew | shouldn't have. 

| should've just told Euronymous not to talk to me about his grievances with Varg. | didn't. Instead, one night 
when the little fucker did what he did best and blurted out something he didn't truly mean | found myself 
ushering Varg to the couch with me. 


"What?" Varg asked me, he'd just taken a shower and his hair was all wet. It was so long, that | wondered to 


myself how much time itd take to dry. 

| pressed a finger to my lips and put Euronymous on speaker-phore. 

‘lm sorry, | had to get a glass of water," | lied to him, "What were you saying, Bystein?" 

His grainy voice came out of the speaker, and | could've cried with laughter at how stupid Euronymous was. 
| should fucking kill Varg, he's so annoying. I'll kick him out of Mayhem once | find someone better, or can 
convince Jørn to join again" Euronymous rambled on and on, using me more as a sheet of paper to map his 
thoughts out than a real conversation partner. 


That was his mistake, he trusted me way too much. He trusted us all way too much. 


"Wouldn't it be funny to make a snuff film outta him?" Euronymous scoffed and | looked over at Varg, who 
wasn't hurt or offended, just pissed off. 


"Yeah, it would be." | goaded, never taking my eyes off of Varg. 

Euronymous continued to throw ideas out, by the light tone of his voice | could tell he didn't mean any of it 
but | guess at the moment | was chalking my actions up to Euronymous shouldn't be saying shit he doesn't 
mean to begin with, especially when it was about people he was supposed to be friends with. 

At the end of the call, | silently put the phone back in place, wondering how Varg would react. 

Would he thank me? 

Hate me for being a two-faced son of a bitch even if | was looking out for him? 


Would this solidify our friendship? Make me look untrustworthy? 


| don't know, but Varg looked at me blankly and decided, "I'm going to kill him." and | thought it was just really, 


extremely dark humour. 


It wasn't. In hindsight | should've known he'd pounce on the opportunity. Not only did he assume that the phone 
conversations were all logged and he'd have proof of Euronymous plotting to kill him, but he was already 


jealous of Faust having killed someone last year. 


Euronymous owed him some cash which we both knew he wasn't ever going to pay back so to Varg it was a 


real ‘whyever the fuck not? 
| didn't wanna go along with it though, but Varg really wanted me to. 


It was three weeks after that fateful phone-call and it came to my realization that Varg was very, very 


serious about murdering Euronymous. 


"Snorre! Come onl" Varg whined, dropping down next to me. | was hunched over in the corner of the living 


room, smoking a cigarette by the balcony door. 


"IFs risky." | said, adding in the back of my mind that although | didn't care for Euronymous, | didn't really want 


him dead.. he was my main source of income. 
He tugged on my sweater, giving me that look | think only I've seen from him. 


Varg was too handsome for his own good, it could get annoying since for some reason it had an effect on me 


too. 

"We can get away with it," there it was.. that we, | liked that we. "You know I'm smart, and if we don't, we can 
go to Sweden and hide there. | have friends who'll cover for me." By Varg's devious smirk, | could tell that by 
‘friends’ he meant people who owed him big time. 


| wondered why people would get involved with him, knowing he was faithless. Who was | to fucking talk though? 


"Varg." | began to object, crushing the cigarette between the dull, metal ridges and rubbing my face. He toed 


my foot, silencing me with his grin. 

Il be us two, Snorre. Don't you like the idea of it?" 

| didn't know how to answer, he had me between a rock and hard place. Varg knew | liked the idea of it, Varg 
knew | had an attachment to him. It was difficult to explain the nature of it, or why it was so inclined towards 


Varg, but it was there, in plain sight. 


He joked around with close friends that he'd never find himself a good wife because he had me in his life, who 
typically stayed at home if | wasn't recording music. 


| took them as just that, jokes, because Varg's world views led me to believe he was homophobic. Though | 


wasn't so sure about that anymore. 


"It almost makes the idea of getting caught tempting, no? Running away together..romantic, no?" His eyebrows 


raised with implication 
| gulped, screwing my eyes shut, my heart was thrashing against my rib cage. 
What the fuck was | supposed to say to that? Fuck yeah, | liked the sound of it. 


Maybe Varg realized he did too, or maybe | was wrong and | really was just another pawn in his fucked up 


game of chess. 
When | opened my eyes, Varg's look was animalistic, like he was weighing out his options on pure instinct alone. 


| opened my mouth to make up some lie about needing to use the bathroom. or running out of milk or 
something, but suddenly Varg pinned me into the wall. His fingers skimmed over my throat as he kissed me 
passionately. 


It excited me. | wasn't all that strong..withholding from what | fucking wanted and from what was offering itself 
to me like Varg just had. 


| kissed him back without second thought, letting drool dribble down my jaw. Varg didn't pull away, or treat me 
like | was disgusting for how messy and inexperienced | was. Instead he pulled me into his lap and kept a vice 
grip over my thighs. | didn't fit right in his hands, all sharp edges, and masculinity, but he either ignored it, or 
liked it as much as | did. 


He sighed into my mouth, and | broke away to trace the scar over his chin with my tongue before | felt Varg 
wind his fingers into my long, dirty hair. 


He forced my head back, making me to expose my neck to him. | gasped as he bit my Adam's apple, hard 
enough to leave a purple ring around my bones. He bit me in other places too, possessive and rough. | grunted, 
partially turned on by the discomfort of his teeth bitimg my neck, and partially turned on by how utterly 
territorial it felt. | wouldn't be able to go out after this, it wasn't a hickey | could just dull down with a battery. 


They were real wounds, forced into my flesh. 


My body ached. | was so horny. My cock was straining against my jeans as he pressed wet, open mouthed 
kisses into my skin 


Ill go to the ends of the world with you, Snorre. Tell me you'd do the same." Varg whispered hotly, and | 
could feel each syllable against my bite marks. It made the swollen skin hurt more, but | liked it that way. 


"Fuck..| would." | admitted with desperation, wondering if people outside could hear our exchanges, or if it got 
lost in the cold air and passing cars. | twisted my fingers into his t-shirt, clutching onto him. 


Clearly Varg was thinking of the same thing | was because he trailed his tongue up my neck, nipping the shell 
of my ear before he asked, 


"Would you like to take this to my bedroom?" 
"Gods, yes." | responded, too hooked on the moment to think straight. 


It was quite sudden, and usually I'd heavily question the sincerity of anyone actually willing to fuck someone like 
me. It wasn't that | blindly trusted Varg. It was more like | wanted this so badly that | didn't want to over-think 
it, He was my friend. Against all contradictions, | wanted to believe in him. He had a strange, knight-like code of 


honour, | hoped that it extended to the dawning realization that we were about to have sex. 


We stumbled to his bedroom, our lips never unlocking as he threw himself over the bed, taking me down with 
him. Varg ground my hips into his groin, controlling my movements as | moaned. My erection just kept growing 


and growing. 


"| want it to be just you 'n me, Snorre," Varg whispered, with a slight slur, his voice dripping in honey, "I've 
always taken care of you. Always. And we like it that way," Well, there's that we | like so damn much, "so 
there's nothing to lose except for some shitty, insignificant life.." 


He didn't wait for me to answer, which was good because | didn't really want to be thinking of Euronymous 
right then. He pushed me up and stroked me through the loose jeans | was wearing and watched me lose my 


cool over it. 


| took Varg's hand and shoved it harder against my erection, grinding into it like an animal. He watched me, his 


other hand played with the front of his jeans. This was probably a real ego boost for him. 


"I want you to ride me, do you think you can manage that?" He crooned, stroking my hair as | nodded 
breathlessly, climbing off of him to stumble out of my clothing. | wasn't sure whether he said it to be coy, or 
if he was sincerely wondering if | could. If he wanted me to, | would. 


Varg calmly followed, doing so neatly, before digging through his beside drawers for a bottle of lubricant. | 
laughed internally at it. | didn't think he'd actually have lubricant on hand like this. 


Varg settled me over his naked lap again, and | rested my forehead against where his neck ended and his 
shoulder began. | shivered when | felt the coldness of the lube mix with the warmth of his fingers. 


He slowly worked them inside of me, pushing them in and out before adding a second finger. He scissored them, 
stretching me as | tried to kiss his neck encouragingly, instead of just sitting there and grunting awkwardly. His 
other hand was flat on my back to steady me. The heat of his skin let me know how cold mine was, and how | 


was trembling. 


Varg kept going until | could comfortably take four, but by then | was so desperate that | didn't care how 
much it hurt if it meant | had Varg inside of me. 


| think you can take it” Varg told me, emphasizing the ‘think’. He slathered lube all over his dick before lining 
me up against the swollen tip. | nodded, my arms visibly shaking. Even if | wasn't, | don't think | would care. | 


could have bled for all | cared. 


It was a good thing | didn't go gung-ho and listened to Varg. It didn't hurt, but it felt weird for the first few 
goes. Then it slowly started to feel good, especially when he began to jerk me off. | couldn't make out what he 
was saying from the ringing in my ears, but from what | could piece together | really liked the sounds of it. 


Goddamn it, | loved him. Varg sat back up to kiss me, drawing our bodies flush, as he held my jaw. | shouted 
with something between pain and pleasure when Varg slammed me down all the way over his cock. | was so full 


of him. So. Incredibly. Fucking. Full 


| stayed like that for a few seconds, exploring his mouth with my tongue while he rubbed my thighs 
encouragingly. Part of me still felt awkward, and strange. Why would Varg be interested in me? | was sickly, 
and a man like him. | looked down at my skin between his fingers. | was hairy, and rough, there was nothing 


soft or delicate about me. | wasn't frail, or fragile, | was brittle and worn. 


"We can do this every night, Snorre." He whispered against my lips, and | squeezed my eyes shut. There was a 
lump in my throat that | desperately tried to swallow down 


"Every. Single. Fucking. Night." Varg punctuated each word by moving me up and down his dick. | could feel it 
throb deep inside of me. 


My masculinity was taking a nosedive. not because | was literally taking it up the ass like a girl or a faggot but 


| wanted to cry. | felt liked, and sue me | wanted that so bad. 
"Doesn't that sound nice?" It did. 
| nodded shakily, so close to cumming that | could've exploded into a million bloody pieces. 


| met his blue eyes, tethering close to the edge. His pupils were dilating, eyebrows drawn as he panted. 


Somehow, Varg managed to be graceful about it. 
The look on my face must've been utterly pathetic, my skin searing from my blush, as my expression twisted. 


| couldn't take it anymore and | felt guilty for getting all my jizz on his stomach. Varg didn't seem to mind 
though, he rubbed it in his skin with a smirk before forcing me down faster. He made me to swallow the 
moans as he came, crushing me into the mattress and fucking me roughly. It felt impossible to stay silent, 
whether it was groaning or just breathing too loudly. As good as it felt, it felt intrusive all the same. That was 
part of the sex appeal, but | ended up feeling bad about myself for how loud | was. It sounded like he held me 


under a vat of cold water, which consequently was about the same as how | truly felt. 


Part of me felt relieved when it was over, because my entire ass felt raw, but part of me wished we could've 


kept going. 
Varg laughed softly, disconnecting from me and watching me overflow with his semen. He kissed my temple. 


"You're amazing, Snorre." he said, lying down next to me and stroking my cheek My skin was quivering, and | 


could tell by the redness of his jaw that | didn't shave properly that morning. Fuck 
What came out of my mouth next was pathological, because really, | still didn't want to, but | felt like | had to, 


"IIl do it, Varg, I'll help you." | said with a hoarse, broken voice, my heart still pounding in my chest. | felt like it 


was about to explode. 

The big, wide grin over Varg's face made me smile, albeit awkwardly. He leaned in to kiss me again, 

"I fucking love you!" And it felt nice to hear. 

"Yeah, | love you too." | mumbled, still smiling as Varg cuddled up to me and excitedly began discussing plans. 
| knew it could be considered wrong, and sick. That | was a monster for betraying Euronymous, who's never 


done me any wrong outside of being a disappointment but Varg was cool with doing anything for me and loved 


me, so | was cool with doing anything for him. At least that's what | want to think. 


